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bored by pomposity or portentousness, or the dullness of leaden-
minded writers. Everything in his paper had to be bright, sparkling,
and pointed. He wanted his young writers to dramatise their news
stories. In fact everything had to be a "story" rather than a report.
He sent them out to search for oddities of character, strange ways of
life, out-of-the-way adventure. In the description of an historic scene,
or an affair of public ceremony, he gave his praise to the descriptive
writer who had observed some little touch of oddity behind the scenes,
or who had avoided the obvious by seeing the human stuff on the side
walk while some pompous pageant passed.
That was the spirit of the new journalism into which I came, and
Alfred Harmsworth soon had many imitators and rivals, though none
with his own quality and genius.
Every day at three o'clock in the afternoon Hannsworth held a
conference of editors and reporters. It was open to anyone on the
editorial staff. Harmsworth presided in an easy informal way. A
handsome man with a square clean-cut face and brown, vivid, eyes he
was always well dressed and insisted that even the most junior reporter
should be smart in his clothes. In summer he used to turn up in very
light suits and looked well in them. Sitting at his desk, upon which
there was a bronze of the young Napoleon, whom he certainly resembled
a little, or making himself easy in a deep armchair, he would go through
the scheme for the next day's paper and ask for any ideas which might
be put into the pool to make it more attractive. If some cub reporter
put up an idea which pleased him he would turn to that young man with
a warm word of encouragement.
Edgar Wallace was there, always smoking cigarettes through a long
holder. Charlie Hands turned up at times from some foreign country, or
from some provincial city where he had been discovering the oddest
things which only Charlie Hands would find and notice.
One of Harmsworth's bright young men during my time was Holt
White, reporter and descriptive writer. He was very bright indeed, tall,
gay, and debonair, in clothes almost too elegant and exquisite* Hamilton
Fyfe, as good-looking as George Alexander, scholarly and critical, was
one of Harmsworth's editors and writers. Hannen Swaffer, straight out
of the pages of Dickens, was making his ddbut as a reporter.
Tom Marlowe was the editor of the Daily Mail then and for many
years afterwards. He was always at these conferences, which he
regarded I am sure as a waste of time, except that they pleased the Chief
who had to be humoured. Tom Marlowe knew that the King's favourite
of to-day would have his head chopped off to-morrow* He knew that
other men were intriguing to take his job from him if he left the editorial